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"I see," said Stepan with a nod; then, "She's worried
about her suitcase."
Pyotr winked knowingly at the mother.
"Don't worry/' he said reassuringly. "Everything'll be
all right, mother. Your suitcase is at my place. Today
when he told me about you—that you were mixed up in
this business and knew that man—I said to him, 'Look
sharp, Stepan! We mustn't make a mistake in a case like
this.' But you seemed to .guess who we were, too, when
we were standing there next to you. No missing an honest
mug when you see one—not many of them to be seen,
to tell the truth. Don't worry about your suitcase."
He sat down next to her and looked at her inquir-
ingly.
"If you'd like to get rid of what's in it, we'll be only
too glad to help you. We could use those books."
"She wants to leave them all with us," said Stepan.
"That's fine, mother. We'll find a place for everything."
With a little laugh, he jumped to his feet and began
walking up and down.
"A piece of rare luckl Though I suppose it's not so
strange—the rope snapped in one place, held in another.
The newspaper's a good one, mother, and .doing a good
job—taking the blinders off. TKe gentlefolk don't think
much of it. I work for a lady seven versts from here—
carpentering. She's rather decent—lends us books and all
that. Sometimes you read something that's a real eye
opener! On the whole, we're grateful to her. But once I
showed her this newspaper and you should have seen
how she took it. 'Don't read that stuff, Pyotr/ she says.
It's just a bunch of silly schoolboys that write stuff like
that. You'll only get yourself in trouble by reading it-
jail and Siberia/ she says/'
Hfc was silent again for a minute.
"That mail today, mother—is he a, relation of yours?"
"No/* answered the mother.
Pyotr laughed noiselessly and shook his head as though
very much pleased by something.

